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Chapter one 


Author's Notes: 
For the \"Reluctant N" Challenge 


Its another rainy day. Which isn't anything unusual; it's been three weeks since we've had a day where it didn't 
rain. ts times like this that Jimmy's penchant for living next to bodies of water is a problem; the front yard 
of Plumpton Place has turned into Plumpton Pond, and he's fretting that the basement may be next. He was 
just on the phone asking Peter Grant if there's any place around London that sells sandbags. 

"Building a levee?" Robert inquired with a grin. 

"Shut up, Percy." Jimmy raked his fingers through his dark hair, leaving it totally out of place. 


"Its not supposed to rain that much." Robert pointed out, looking up from the Rube Goldberg inspired House of 
Highlighters he was busily constructing on the floor of the Swan Song offices. 


"Yeah, but---" Jimmy looked around from the window. "What the fuck are you doing?" 


"What does it look like I'm doing?" Robert frowned in concentration as he eased another pink highlighter into 


place atop an ersatz peaked roof. How he got it to peak is anyone's guess. 


"It looks like you're screwing around" Jimmy sat down with him and picked up a box of highlighters. "How did 
we get so many pink highlighters, anyway?" 


"They substituted pinks because they were out of yellows and blues. According to Mad over there." Robert bit 
his lip as he carefully placed another highlighter. 


"That's like the time we got five boxes of staple removers because they were out of staples." Jimmy picked up 
another box and opened it, peering in. "So what is this supposed to be, anyway?" 


"A castle" Robert sat back to admire his handiwork. "Look upon me and despair, ye knaves, for | am King 


Percy!" 

"Right. You wish. It looks more like this game Scarlet has. Mousetrap or something like that. That or Chutes 
and Ladders." Jimmy dumped highlighters out of the box and tried to start a foundation for a building of his 
own. "Shit. How do you get them to stay in place?" 

"You have to have the touch, Pagey," Robert grinned. 

"You're not going to believe what | heard!" Peter Grants booming voice startled all of us, badly. Either Robert's 
violent start of the slam of the outside door collapsed his House of Highlighters in a spectacular, slow-motion, 
Hollywood-style catastrophe. 

"Aw, fuck," he grumbled in the aftermath. 

"IIl huff and I'll puff and Ill blow your house in," Jimmy chuckled, looking over at me and winking. 


"What the hell---?" Peter demanded, confronting the wreckage. 


"You need to buy him an erector set," Jimmy smirked. Robert threw a highlighter box at him and he ducked 
with a laugh. "Okay, what did you hear that we're not going to believe?" 


"Just a minute." Peter sat down on the spare desk, more or less, puffing. He must have taken the stairs. 
"Fuckers. | wish they'd fix that damn elevator. Listen, this is good. You know that obnoxious little twat Tracy? 
The one that took Mad's old job over at Ned Lockwood's office?" 

"Unfortunately, yes. What about her?" Robert said, reboxing highlighters. 


"I just overheard her in the ladies room talking to some other bird. She's in hysterics. Seems she went home a 


little early yesterday, looking for a little action, and caught her boyfriend having at it with someone else.’ 


"With that for a girlfriend, Im not surprised" Robert said, making a face. "Who was if?" 
"Im not sure. She kept saying Samantha. Not sure who Samantha is’ 

| looked around. "It couldn't have been Samantha" 

"Why not?" Peter said 


‘Samantha's her boyfriend's dog." 


